68                           CLEMENCEAU
that I do believe in the value of certain acts and words is
that I am engaged in writing this paper for the Americans.
I still have things to say, and I say them. That proves
that I have faith,
MYSELF : Then I marvel at you. For your whole life
and all your efforts prove superabundantly that nothing
is of any use,
CLEMENCEAU : Nothing is of any use because all French-
men are constructed on your model and nobody gives a
damn about anything : everybody says to himself,c I have
sixty or eighty years to pass ; let's try to puss them as
agreeably as possible, while staying in our little corner... .'
You have a conscience, Mattet. Doesn't- it expect any-
thing of you ? Doesn't it suggest that you get busy -and
do something ? Or docs it say to you, ' There you are,
sitting on the ground, your bottom in the dust; you arc
quite comfortable there, stay where you are !' ? Martet,
you're a pretty poor specimen !
MYSELF : And then what, sir ? I've told you : ideas ...
ideas. . . .
CLEMENCEAU : But there aren't only ideas! Assuming
that you haven't a ha'porth of brains, you have eyes,
haven't you ? Describe what you see. Images have their
value. Moreover, aren't images ideas? Speak, Martet!
Write! Work!
MYSELF : If I do write and make a book out of what I
have seen and heard, you might say to me, c You aren't
going to publish that!'
CLEMENCEAU: Not necessarily. And any way you
will still have written it. You mustn't just be thinking
about what I say. Doesn't it make you furious to see that
there you are, just wasting your time ? . , .
MYSELF : But I'm not wasting my time. ... I look
about me ... I listen. . , .